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Madame Theosophia, ‘‘TELL ME, HAVE YOU NEVER SEEN A Vision! 
NEVER WELCOMED SOME STRANGE SPIRIT FROM THE Unseen Worwp?”’ 
Mrs. Sinclair. ‘‘Never. But THen I ENTERTAIN 80 LITTLE.” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tr is hard even for the practised novelist to live up to the first 
chapter of Roden’s Corner (Smitu, Exper). For dramatic situa- 
tion, intensity, and simplicity of narrative, it is marvellous. 
Mr. Seton Merriman does very well, more especially when he 
comes across the sole witness of the death-bed scene, the Professor 
von Holzen. The Professor is about as deeply dyed a villain as 
is made in Germany, and my Baronite has no invidious meanin 
when he says that Mr. Merriman is thoroughly at home with 
him. The plot is ingenious and new, unless, indeed, suggestion 





Golden Cross Hotel in town, exclaims, “ My dear young Davy, 
you are a very Daisy!” and subsequent * asks, “ Will you 
mind my calling you Daisy?” “Not at all,” says David Copper- 
field. nd Daisy he was henceforth. It must be of very great 
assistance to any author to start his work in this way. The 
Baron only notes the above fact by way of suggestion to those 
who, blessed, or otherwise, by Providence, with a talent for 
romance-writing, do not quite see how to set about their work, 
— not as a recommendation, or in commendation, of La Duchesse 
ue. 

Welcome, most welcome is a volume of Pages and Pictures 
from Forgotten Children’s Books, by Anpajaw W. Tvgr, F.S.A. 
(Leadenhall Press, Ltd.). “Forgotten!” Noi “Though lost 
to sight to memory dear,” and a few of them are certainly within 
the recollection of not quite the oldest inhabitant. But how 
refreshingly simple and delightful are they one and all! John 
Giipie again, going as strong as ever! Sandford and Merton, 
and Jack the Giant Killer, cum multis aliis. Old friends with 
old faces; but most of them quite new to the Baron and his 
aquales. It would require a Cuarues Lams, with ample time 
at his command, to write an essay on this most rare collection, 
to which “all success,” says Tue Baron ve B.-W. 





GOOD BUSINESS! 

[A well-known ‘sland up river will not at present pass into the hands of 
advertisement-contractors. It was purchased thirty years ago for £70, and 
was offered last week at « sale for the reserve price of £4000, which, needless 
to say, was not ] 

Grovesr’s Island is safe for the moment, 

The Philistine’s hand has been stayed ; 

Father Thames yet preserves ro and the curves 

By lovers of Richmond surveyed. 


The price was four thousand as upset 
By the auctioneer-mayor last week ; 
But the owner’s upset, for he scarcely could get 
For his island a bidder to speak ! 
One humourist bid him a tanner, 
Another a tenner or two, 
But not one was content to pay thousands per cent.— 
So we still keep the famous old view! 








VOX STELLARUM. 


Tue customary Prophetic Almanacks are now out for 1899 
with their discreetly vague predictions of battle, murder an 
sudden death, their customary cartoons of performing skeletons 
and dead horses, their Russophobe warnings to Joun Buwt, and 
their amiable platitudes about “ strange and unexpected events 
in March,” and “a feeling of great uneasiness at the end of 
the year.” The Prophets, Sovetee, are provokingly silent about 
many im nt points in the future which we would fain have 
elucidated. For mstance, Mr. Punch, and the public ope & 
would like to know what answer the stars are giving to 
following questions : : 

When justice is going to be done in the miserable Drerrus 
case, and how many more resignations and suicides are going to 
be caused by a twopenny-halfpenny bordereau, or a forged petit 

u. 


of it be found buried in Blue Books reporting results of enquiries | ble 


by Board of Trade inspectors into the death-breeding trades ot 
the potteries. The blackness of Von Holzen’s doings is plea- 
santly relieved by the sprightly ways of Miss Marguerite Wade, 
and the delightfully stolid Major White, who, when wrong is 
done, feels an irresistible ladieation to “thump somebody.” 
The least successful character in the story is Mr. Roden, who 
gives the book his name. But his Corner is excellent. 

M. Pav Bovurcet must have become suddenly very much im- 
pressed by a recent study of David Copperfield, under its French 
title of Le Neveu de ma Tante, to have selected for, as it were, 
the part of “Chorus” in his La Duchesse Bleue, such a noodle 
as is M. Vincent la Croix, the weak-kneed amateurish artist, 
who so evidently stands in the relationship of the verdant 
David towards his idol James Steerforth, who, with evil 
character, and gifted, moreover, with literary and dramatic 
talent, appears in this novel under the style and title of “ Jacques 
Molan, le célébre romancier et auteur dramatique.” Moreover, 
when Molan has selected Vincent aa his confidant and amiable co- 
conspirator against the happiness of the unfortunate ingénue 
Camille, the theatrical ittle Em’ly of this story, 
the author, as if suddenly struck by a qualm li 
rary conscience, makes the unblushing Molan suddenly say 
to his friend Vincent, “J’ai envie de tappler aisy, 


How many wars will result from the Tsar’s Peace manifesto. 

When Great Britain is going to preempt Delagoa Bay and 
bring the Boers to their senses. 

When Li Hune Cuane is going to be finally deprived of his 
peacock feather. 

What “graceful concession” the Government will make to 
Marcuanp to induce him to evacuate Fashoda. 

When the Knauira will return the Srapar’s call at Omdurman, 
and enjoy Her Masgsry’s hospitality. 

When the muzzling order will be relaxed. 

When the present Summer will end. \ ; 

When the German Emperor will cease referring in his public 
speeches to his grandfather, who surely does not want any 
further advertisement. Bh i 

When London will even distantly resemble Paris in having ite 
streets properly and uniformly built and illuminated. 

When the British cabman will be satisfied with his exact fare. 

When we shall cease to be reminded on every hoarding of the 
triumphs of the pill-trade. , ae ; 

When the Hooxeys and the Hootscans will retire into private 


te- | life. 


When—but the catalogue of questions is endless. If only the 
Prophets would favour us with information on these puints, we 
should be really obliged to them. These gentlemen have yet time 





ma paquerette, comme le jeune homme naif du Neveu de ma 
Tante.” So Steerforth, meeting his worshipper David, in the 


to revise the future, as 1898 has still three more months to run. 
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DREAM MUSIC. 


Orren, in slumber as I lie, 
A solemn and mysterious strain 
Of weird and wondrous | 
ae through my ear, haunts my 
rain, 


Its glorious notes, with throb and swell, 
Across my ~~ senses — ; 
With rapturous joy I own its spell, 
And with its anguish I must weep. 
I strive (yet, ah! it may not be) 
As from the chains of sleep I break, 
To bring that melody with me, 
Alas! I lose it when I wake. 
At last I burst from slumber’s grips 
While yet its words impetuous ran 
Out of my half-awakened lips: 
“Our Lodger’s such a Nice Young Man.” 








THE COMPLETE STORY WRITER. 
Iv. 

No manual intended to assist the young 
author could be considered complete, unless 
it provided instruction in the art of writing 
the sporting story. It is possible that 
one or two trifling errors may be detected 
in the following example, but nevertheless 
it is the sort of thing which a magazine- 
editor jumps at. 

LOLLIPOP’S LEGER. 

Vast excitement reigned in the paddock 
at Sandown, where crowds of betting men 
were eagerly laying odds of thirty to forty 
against the field. The moment for the 
decision of the great race was fast ap- 
proaching, and, until an hour before, Lolli- 
pop had been strong favourite—Lollipop, 
CLARENCE PLANTAGENET’s pet horse, who 
so often carried his master in the Row, and 
who had won the Derby at Ascot in such 
gallant style, jumping every hurdle with 
consummate ease. But quite suddenly 
a wild rumour spread among the crowd 
that Lollipop had broken down. Many 
refused to believe it, especially those 
who on the previous afternoon had seen 
CLARENCE PLANTAGENET exercising the St. 
Leger favourite round Belgrave Square. 
Still the report gained strength, and 
it was positively asserted by well-informed 
persons that Lollipop had been unable to 
touch his breakfast—consisting, as usual, 
of carrota and sugar. 

From the summit of the Grand Stand 
Crarence PLantaGENnet watched the seeth- 
ing crowd with an air of calm disdain. By 
his side stood the lovely Dorornza Vava- 
sour, regarding him with anxiety. 

“Oh, Crarence!” she exclaimed, “is 

Lollipep really all right? I heard some 
one say he wasn't fully wound up.” 
_ Crarznce looked down at her with an 
inscrutable smile on his pale face. “ Fear 
not, darling,” he replied, tenderly. “I can 
answer for it that Lollipop is fully wound 
up. My victory is certain, and the prize 
is—yourself ! ” 

“But you risk so much! Would it not 
be well to—to ditch ?” 

“To hedge,” amended her lover. “No, 
DorotHea, that were cowardice. me 
see ”’—he drew a dainty betting-book from 
his pocket—“ when Lollipop wins, I shall 
receive £85,769 14s. 74d. And then your 
mercenary parents can object no longer, 
and I can claim you as my bride.” 

Unseen by the speakers, a man with most 
unpre possessing features was listening to 
their conversation. “Fools!” he muttered. 
‘Contemptible fools! As sure as my name 











SUNDAY MORNING. 


Cyclist (to rural policeman). ‘‘ Nick Crowd OUT THIS M ‘ENING 


Rurai Policeman (who has receiwed a tip), ‘‘ Ys, ax’ yer CAN'T vo with ‘em! Ivy YER 
"OLLERS AT "EM, THEY HONLY TURNS ROUND AND #AY8, ‘Pip, pir’ !” 








is Tuomas Turrite, Lollipop will not win | knows, is fifteen times round Sandown. 


to-day. Disguised as a stable-boy, did I 
not myself inister a poisoned apple to 
him last night?” And stepping down 
among the crowd, he oentedind to stake 
thousands of pounds against the favourite. 

At last came the time for the race. A 
murmur of astonishment was heard when 
the familiar figure of Lollipop appeared 
with the rest in the preliminary trot. 
True, his action seemed a little stiff, but 
he looked the picture of health. Beside 
him at the starting-post stood his owner, 
who placed his hand caressingly on his 
horse’s neck. 

The gun fired, and the horses started—in 
every sense. One need not describe the 
race; the St. Leger course, as every one 





From the first Lollipop led, and finally, 
anid terrific cheers, won by about a mile. 

Cuarence Piantacenet lowered his 
glasses, and clasped Dorornga in his arms, 
‘Did I not tell you so?” he said. 
“Tuomas Turnrire is foiled again! Last 
night, my Dororuma, the scoundrel gave 
poor Lollipop a poisoned apple.” 

“Good eavens!” 
“But then, how did the 

“He died at 9 p.m.,” mid CLARmNon, 
solemnly. “But, determined not to be 
beaten, I had him stuffed immediately, 
and a clockwork motor arranged in his 
interior. So he was fully wound up, 
we will be married i iately.” 

This is the history of Lollipop’s Leger. 


cried Donormma. 
or horse—?” 
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CUB HUNTING. 


‘“*Hattoa! Waat’s THAT oLp Harr Trunk THE MASTER ’s ON THIS MORNING?” 


“‘ ANoTHER BARGAIN. 


PICKED HIM UP SOMEWHERE DOWN SovurTH. 


SAY8 HE'S WONDERFUL AT WATER.” 


‘*H'm—sHOULDN’T wonpER. Drew A BaTHiIne Macurine, I expect!” 











EUROPEAN DISARMAMENT. 


(By Mr. Punch's own Prophet.) 

Tue year 1950 is destined to go down to history as the yea 
of a great proposition. In that year the Tsar of All the Russias 
ut forw a suggestion for a general European disarmament. 
© suggestion was received with respect by the press and the 
public, with enthusiasm by the various “ Peace” Societies, and 
with scepticism by those in authority. Elderly men hinted that 
the same proposition had been made before and from the same 
quarter ; statesmen shrugged their shoulders, and the Times sat 

—adroitly enough—upon a fence in a leading article. 
And yet the condition of Europe at this date made the Tsar’s 
prepestts not untempting. For more than fifty years Germany, 
‘rance, Italy, and the rest had been groaning under the blessings 
of peace. } —y | expenditure throughout Europe had grown 
enormously, and the burden of compulsory service had propor- 
tionately increased. It had been the beneficent province of 
science to invent weapons of destruction, so exquisite in their 
ingenuity, and so costly in manufacture that every nerve had to 
be strained by the Great Powers to pay the bill. ifle succeeded 
rifle with bewildering rapidity, onclh Goene perfect and more ex- 
pensive than the last, and each, of course, necessitating the 
withdrawal of the former one. The fashion in quick-firing guns 
altered even more quickly than those guns fired, and the new 
patterns were seldom in use a couple of years before—such was 
the “progress” of science—they were superseded. Every im- 
provement in the guns required a new ammunition, and every 
improvement in the ammunition required a new type of gun. 
“ Peace” seemed likely to produce universal national bankruptcy. 
Taxation had increased > leaps and bounds in all the countries 
of Europe, and the National Debt of France reached the “ re- 
cord” figure of two thousand millions amid general rejoicings 
among all — Republicans. It really did seem as if, with all 


tion of time. 


It is true the taxpayer was heard at times to com- 





this expenditure upon the army of what was still called “the 
Republic,” the recovery of Alsace and Lorraine was only a ques- 


plain that his burdens were getting beyond the limit of his 
capacity to bear them, but the shooting of a few small shop- 
keepers soon silenced these cavils, and every one that 
the hated Bourgeoisie could not be permitted to dictate the 
policy of the country. 

In Germany the pressure of militarism upon the population 
had not grown lighter with years. As weapons grew more scien- 
tific in their construction, and more delicate in their manipula- 
tion, the term of compulsory service for every citizen had steadily 
lengthened, until by now it had reached the truly magnificent 
term of five years, a term, curiously enough, identical with that 
of our English penal servitude. The five years of military train- 
ing exacted from every citizen before he could begin the task of 
earning his own living, heavily handicapped the youth of the 
country in the struggle for existence, and caused a considerable 
reduction of the tax-paying population through emigration. 
Thus, with a rising expenditure and a sinking exchequer, the 
German Emperor found himself face to face with insolvency. 

Such was the state of things then when the Tsar of that day 
promulgated his famous letter advocating total or partial dis- 
armament, to the astonishment of the chancelleries of Europe. 
No one could understand how so eminently sane and civili 
a proposal cculd have emanated from St. Petersburg, and think- 
ing men noted it as remarkable that Western Europe had had to 
wait for the suggestion of the ruler of a half barbarous empire 
before the idea of putting an end to a rous and 
intolerable system P tocrmns. to its mind. statesmen of 
Europe, however, took a different view. They hinted at inte- 
rested motives on the part of Russia (which was known to be 
in the last stages of a 7“ pointed out the chimerical nature 
of the proposition, and the practical difficulties it involved, 
acknowledged the inconveniences of the present state of affairs, 
but deplored the impossibility of altering it. 

And that was the state of things when our Prophet awoke out 
of the trance in which this vision of 1950 had plunged him. 
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AUGUSTE AND LUDWIG. 
A Litriz Dixnzr, 


» it, dear Mister Colleague? I regret my- 


Ludwig. Ah, how 
self very that 1 some > 

Auguste. In delay, dear Mister? Not of the all! Mr. Robin- 
son is not yet arrived. But see there our friend. Ah, mon cher 
Robinson, ¢a va bien? 

Robinson. Trés-bien, merci. Ach, Herr Miiller, wie gehts? 


Parlez-vous frangais, alors? . 
Lud. Ach nein! We speak ever English r. 
Aug. For sure. And not so bad, is it not . Miiller? We 
are very strong as philoloques all the two. Eh well, if we were 
a ng oe he wind ba bor cn. he is damage that i 1 
erfect window 1s ° 18 in 
England one dines never in fullair. tn France—— 
Ind. i gy = pert ' : 
Aug. Perfectly. ut recall you 
Rob. Don’t = me. Besides, you ’re both right. 
Aug. Ah, you are one cannot more amiable. But in effect, by 
a ouch hotiees, when one would will to couch him ot the fine 
star, one suffocates at the house, above all at London. At Paris, 


ot ee, Ae ie: Bertin in the Beastgarden. 

Lud. As in Berlin in 

Aug. And however you have at London a of the most 
superbs, who is absolutely desert the evening. tidea! And 


one can to drink there but some tea. 
uashed.” The Park is wonderbeauti- 
ful. Groszartig! 


Aug. Delicious. But these insulars love not the habitudes of 
the stranger lands, of “the continent,” as they say. Is it that 
they believe that the divers peoples of “the continent” are but 
one sole nation; the habitants of the Norway and of the Turkey 
of the Spain and of the Russia? They tpeai also continually of 
the “Continental Sunday.” Sapristi! amuses me. it 
that it is the —r 7.! of Christiania, of Madrid, or of Petersburg ? 
Or the Sunday of Constantinople, and that is not the Sunday of 
the all, but the Friday? Eh, my dear Robinson? But you are 
not insular as that yourself. 

Rob. Not 1! 

Lud. The English cooking is not as the German——. 

Rob. Thank goodness! 

Lud. Was ist das? 

Rob. Ziemlich gut. 

Lud. Ah so, that was I in the intention to 
cooking is seemly good. Over all can man 
while the portions so great are. Prachtvoll ! 

Aug. Again some “chimmpinn.” That is 
nounciation? All to fact as in English, is 
then to the health of this good Robinson. 

Lud. Prosit! 

Aug. Comment? 

Lud. Bitte? 

Aug. You desire some bitter beer, some beer of Prosit? You 
drink not some “ chimmpinn ” P 

Lud. Yes well! 

Aug. But you desire some beer with P 

Lud. Achhimmel! No! 

Aug. Ala bonne heure! To the health of Mr. Punch and of 
his compatriots. Quant 4 Fashoda, ah bah! Ca, c’est la diplo- 
matie. Live the England! 

Iud. Hoch! Hoch! Hoch! - 

Aug. Mon Dieu! Qu’est-ce cest quecaf You are ill, dear 
Mister? You have bad at the Pp 

Rob. C’est tout simplement “hurrah” en allemand. 

Aug. Quelle langue! Robinson, you take some tea? 

Rob. Jamais de la vie! 

ug. Ah, you are not insular! Then some coffee and some 
liquors. A fine “chimmpinn,” perhaps? Will you a cigar? 

Lud. Thank beautiful. Mahizeit! 

Aug. I have not of those cigars there. : 

Lud. Ah no! I say Mahlzeit. That is “mealtime.” 

Aug. Comment done! II a bon appetit, ce monsieur. Encore 
wa cepeal Ah ca, que faire? C'est done le sowper allemand? 

. Pas du tout! C'est la politesse allemande. 

Lud. What say you? 1 

Rob. I ous tallies him that Mahlzeit is not a sort of cigar. 

Aw. Mr. Miiller desires not to eat of new ? _ . 

_Rob. Not yet, anyhow. He only meant he had enjoyed his 
dinner. C’est wne fagon de faire un compliment, voila tout. 

Aug. Tiens! Quelle langue! Enchanted, dear Mr. Miiller! 
In attending the coffee, take then a cigar, and one other glass of 
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“~ “WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS.” 


Tommy, ‘‘ FATHER, WHAT MEANS IT ‘TO HAVE INDIGESTION’! 





A VERY DIFFICULT PROFESSION. 

Ir Mr. Justice Dantine’s recent example of sentencing a 
French prisoner in his own language becomes the rule, then a 
German culprit will have to be sentenced in German, an Italian 
in Italian, a Spaniard in Spanish, and so on. But why the 
sentence only? Why not the entire trial, which is of even greater 
importance, in the prisoner’s own la e? All candidates for 
the Bar will have to pass a chesoul ractical vivd voce ex- 
amination by examiners of various nationalities, and the legal text- 
books will require translating into every known language. And 
how about the jurymen? ill they have to “cram” for certain 
trials in French, German, Italian, Spanish, or modern Greek, as 
the case may be? If so, they will require time for the process 
and the prisoner = have > wait until judge, isters - 
j are quite au fait at language, whatever it may be. 
Then the Bar will indeed be a “ Profession”! Or the 
proceedings might be simplified by establishing various Courts 
as in an Exhibition, ¢.g., the French Court, the German Court, 
and so forth. But Fe whe after all, our own Dariino was only 
just “ airing his French” for practice. He may have either just 
returned from Boul -sur-Mer, or, intending to spend a few 
days at this favourite French bathing-place, his lordship may 
recently completed his first course in “ Ollendorf,” an 
trial of his own linguistic capabilities, in public, would be of the 

test service to him. Over the door of Mr. Justice Dantiwo’s 
rt should be written the announcement, “Ici on parle 
Frangais.” 


“A wew suffering bishop,” said the dear old lady to her com- 
panion, who was reading aloud of the appointment of the Hon. 
and Rev. Artur Lytre.ton to be Bishop Suffragan of South- 
ampton. “And what’s the poor dear man suffering from?” 
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somperance U.awr. ** HO, PAUSE, MY DEAR FRIENDS, PAUSE!” 
A Voice. ‘Yu 'ae niGnt, ore MAN, vagy are!” 











ALFRED ON CE DMON, 


(* The Poet Laureate unveiled the memorial. . . 
He « “DMON) was the half-inarticulate father of 
English poets yet to be, and it was not onl 
lispang ancestor, but to all his full-voiced descend- 


ants that this cross was erected....To be wise | And launching on ano 


rather than euridite (sie, Datly Chronicle) being the 


supreme mark and mission of the poet, very little 


| 


to the | Immersed in f 








Twelve teeming centuries have gone 
Since that acknowledged master filled a 
Vulgar but useful office on 
promontory of St. Hilda; 
ing local swine 
He got a sudden inspiration, 
er line 
Gave off an epic on Creation. 


learning equipped the greatest of English. poets for| The hour has come, long waited for, 


universal apprehension.’’— Daily Chronicle | 
Ancoies and Saxons! We are here 
To rectify an old omission, 
And do our primal chanticleer 
A tardy act of recognition ; 
Whether his C is soft, like cit, 
Or hard as nails like that in capers, 
I neither know nor care a bit ; 
You 'd better write and ask the papers. 


Here where his herd was wont to wallow, 
To boom our lisping ancestor 

And likewise all the bards that follow; 
He failed, of course, where we succeed ; 

His art was young: don’t let us scorn it ; 
He whistled down a shaking reed, 

We blow, full-mouthed, a mighty cornet! 


And I, who broadly nt 
In poetry the last =aipvensat— 


My voice, as Laureate, is lent 
To mourn the nation’s rude bereave- 
ment ; 
But Canon Rawns zy too shall get 
Full credit for his work upon it ; 
(I never knew a subject yet 
On which he didn’t do a sonnet). 


As one who has the vested right 
I want to weigh our Whit hero ; 
I own he wasn’t erudite, 

His knowledge as a fact was zero; 
What then? He chose the better part ; 
He did not need, like us, to cumber 

His n mind with rules of art 
Aad thas literary lumber. 


| Here from this headland so sublime 
| He watched the gulls, ete., go it ; 


He heard the waves that seldom rhyme 
And yet distinctly touch a poet; 





Speaking with Nature face to face 
In pious terms, like Mr. Kensie, 
He melts us with his artless grace, 
Despite the spelling, which is feeble. 
Here still we have the moorland view 
| Where furrowing becks debouch in 


ocean ; 

The sea-mews wail, the sea-whales mew, 
The billows still retain their motion ; 
Yonder the same old eagles screech, 

| Nothing disturbs the ancient feeling, 

| Save where you sniff from Whitby beach 

| The fume of bloaters faintly stealing. 


| You ’ll note the cross which I propose 
| To offer our lamented brother ; 
| One side presents an English rose, 
An ap Setons relieves the other ; 
This, po wens to done, 
Means Eden lost through lack of morals ; 
That stands for Paradise regained 
By him and us who wear his laurels. 





These facts, which you are free to share, 
I owe to curious skill in botany, 
Claiming a great advantage there 
Over deceased, who hadn’t got any ; 
| More points like this might be rehearsed 
In proof of my contention that your 
Last poet overlooks the first, 
However slight the modern’s stature. 


Conclusion. Let me then unveil 
Our rather pleasing crucial beacon 
For educated tars to hail 
And thoughtful kine to rub their cheek 
on; 
K 2pmon ! (or Sapmon ?) please to take 
This stone—I now remove its jacket ; 
And oh! for ALFrrep’s honour’s sake 
I trust the tripper may not hack it! 








At the Sea-side. 


Paterfamilias (inspecting bill, to land- 
lady). 1 thought you said, Mrs. Buaecrns, 
when I took these apartments, that there 
| were no extras, but here I find boots, 

lights, cruets, fire, table-linen, sheets, 
| blankets and kitchen fire charged. 

Mrs. Buggins. Lor’ bless you, 
they ’re not extras, but necessaries. 

Paterfamilias. What then do you con- 
| sider extras ? 
| Mrs. Buggins. Well, Sir, that’s a diffi- 
| cult question to answer, but I should sug- 
| gest salad oil, fly-papers, and turtle soup. 
[ Paterfamilias drops the subject and pays 

his account. 


| 
| 
| 


Sir, 





A Deat waice Jonn Butt anp Unciz 
SaM COULD READILY SETTLE, NOTWITHSTAND- 
ive Covstn Fritz.—Behring furs in ex- 
change for Philip-pines. 
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BUSINESS RESUMED. 
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WHERE IS HE? 
[The whereabouts of Major Esrmnmazy seems likely to become as great s puzzle as that of M. Zoua recently was.’’— Boho.) 





















































Was it the Major who Or was he the indi- 


Or to Turkey—dis- Orhashe taxon acheap 
was seen yesterday in vidual who was wearing 


as «a Grand excursion, say, to Klon- 








Piceadill lo t and brero 8 guised bove ? ier ? dike or the orth P. le? 
an let at ees. Dee ai 4 ~~” * 2 
eape? 

OXFORD IN THE VAC. Musica, Mem.—It is stated that Madame THE LAW OF CHANCE. 


Sweet are the haunts I haunted once, -wny bn. the ee ee _ (“Ina paper at the British Association Professor 


we hn «3 r ws Mien tival. : Of course, the vehicle was hung ab yd php yb ponag ale - 
Te Ontord rok ton ’ upon “top CO” springs. being ly due to undoubted law.”—Glasgow 








f | Evening Citizen.) 
t is th hand g 
— Anat the } Broad I laze. | Taere’s law in games o’ chance, I’ve heard, 
When Proctors cease from progging, and But gin the truth be spoken, 
The Bull-dogs light their clays. | ANGI O-GE RMAN RE-INSTATE. MENT For aince it’ s kept, rll gie ma word, 
of 


A score o’ times it’s broken. 
There ’s the Sheldonian, where I , 
Had taken my degree | There is but ane haulds » ye see— 


Whatever game ye ’re choosin’ 
Had I been comprehended by But play it fairly an’ ye "ll be 7 
The fool that viva’d me. Invariably loosin’, 
And there ’s the Martyrs’ Monument— ‘ : 
We used to think at John’s TIONS’ | I’ve studied ilka game o’ chance, 
The martyrs were the freshmen, sent I’ve reckoned combinations 
To listen to the dons. Until my very brain would dance 


, ’ Wi’ weary calculations. 
And yy old Jonnnie’s! Here’s the hal ciah's he, ta it of of — 
To which, when I had dined, 


It drives me fair dementit ; 
My rambles, by a ruthless fate, Tae think what punds I’ve flung awa 
So often were confined. 


On systems I’ve inventit. 
There is the window where I read An’ noo, Sir, after years o’ thocht 
My Pickwick, and, ye gods! An’ muckle fond delusion, 
That ’s where | used to see the Head, Experience at last has brocht 
When ploughed again in mods. 


Me roun’ tae this conclusion— 
And over there, across the street, However guid your system be, 
Cool in the sunblind’s shade, 


It’s bound tae be exploded 
Still stands the shop where I would eat Unless ye tak’ guid care tae see 
Ices that Fanny made. Your wee bit dice are loaded. 
“uma nae | But that’s against the rules? No fair? 


- , Weel, mark ye this, guid brither 
To pe boo en | This is the law by which | I'll wear 


Until ye find anither. 
Yet I Ty you, and am glad | Meanwhile I’ll say ee er — 
The world has used you well 


|_ The gentleman that — 
Nor do I grudge ri eldest jad | I doot the law will no be pt 
His new-fledged B.C.L. Unless the law be broken. 
But though I envy or your bays, — 
How sweetly all comes back, 
In golden visions, as I laze 
Round Oxford in the Vac. 














| 





Ry By Darnsy Jones.—Why was not 
as Race Meeting held in the Isle of 
Sige 


A GENERAL AND most CoMMENDABLE THe Most wonperrvL Fiorat Acronat 


Leeat A —T t ; pa 
= OT cree en o get a lift at the DOWN IN; HIS LUCK. ee Sa Irrepressible One). 
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READY-MADE COATS(-OF-ARMS); OR, GIVING 'EM FITS. 
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Horatio Hexsert, lst Viscount KircHener or OMDURMAN. 


Arms: Quarterly ; 1st, a series of cataracts neatly and punctually surmounted while you wait; 2nd, 
a gallic tock marchant in chicane and emergent theatrical in advance collared in trespass and (we trust) 
given the chucque proper; 3rd, a british lion radiant in his giory sheathing an avenging sword rusted 
with age but trenchant to the full; 4th, several stars of journalism rampant and purpure with fury 


incontinently ordered to Cairo. Crest 


without mules. Supporters 
made in England, crowned with laurels and 


On a mount urgent with the hump a caliph proper of the 
soudan imbrued gory to the last, dropping in his flight on a g’ound sable sundry » 
Dexter, an egyptian soldier drisled armed and furnished with a backbone 
ring in his right hund the black banner of the Khalifa ; 


uses reluctant puffy 


sinister, a british trooper in triumph similarly charged and wreathed with laurels in augmentation, 
holding in his left hand a lance and in the right a return ticket proper to Khartoum available for a 


month. 


Second motto ; “ Dwell as if about to depart ”"—ahem! proper. 


* “ Stops if necessary at Fashoda to take up foreign passengers.” 








DARBY JONES ON NEWMARKET. 


Honovurgep Str,—Once more we are back 
at the Metropolis of Racing, where the 
Jockey Club rules the Roost with all the 
Cock-suredness possessed by the Herald of 
the Morn. There isa very select air about 
Newmarket, which baffles the pen of the 
most consistent Descriptive Writer, as the 
unfortunate Reporter is called to his face 
by the Energetic Managing Editors of the 
Leading Daily Papers. In so far as I have 
been able to discover, all the Apprentices 
in the several Racing Stables are treated 
in a way which would cause Mirth and 
Gladness in the High Class Seminaries 
known as Eton, Harrow, Winchester, and 
Rugby. These embryo Arcners, Cus- 
TANces and Cannons have their Morals so 
well looked after that no one could possibly 
suspect them of Betting, Card-playing, or 
Pitch-and-Toss proclivities. They sing in 
choirs, and doubtless shudder when they 
hear of a Jockey being deprived of his 
Riding Certificate for exercising the Long 
and Strong Pull of the Nefarious Horse- 
man. It appears to me that the life of a 
Neophyte at Newmar is one continuous 
exemplification of the Racing Pilgrim’s 
Progress. Evil creatures, known as Touts, 





are constantly endeavouring to discover 
important Stable Secrets ; worse tempters, 
in the shape of Unprincipled Trainers, in 
other parts of the Kingdom, beset their 
paths, and yet these lads go to bed with the 
Chickens and arise with the Lark, who is 
so silly as to inhabit a “ watery nest.” The 
amiable Wives of the Newmarket Trainers, 
to say nothing of their beauteous Daugh- 
ters and Nieces, are never weary of pro- 
viding for the Comfort and Refinement of 
the Apprentices. 

It may seem strange to you, honoured 
Sir, that I should have cast my optics on 
these Youngsters, but just as the Mo- 
mentous Battle of Waterloo was won in 
the Playing-Fields of Eton College, so are 
nearly all the Derbys, St. Legers, and 
Autumn Handicaps predestined in this 
Town of comfortable cobs and succulent 
East Country Meat ; for be it known that 
Newmarket is not only renowned in cer- 
tain circles for horseflesh, but also for the 
carcases of the more nourishing Bullock 
and Sheep. My attention was specially 
drawn to the Newmarket Apprentice by 
Captain Kriterion, who pointed out to 
me how greatly the Turf was benefited by 


| the Attention and Care bestowed on these 


youngsters, who, by dint of steady appli- 


cation to Business, might, by the time we 
had Centuries, become the Idols 


of the Publi ing Varilets to hasten 
to their beck and call, displaying Jewelled 
Pins in their costly scarves, rally 


have —— into Personages i 
of havi ir Portraits limned in the 
lust Pa 

Nowadays the Aristocratic Parent is at 


a loss to know how he can provide for his 
(often too numerous) y. He has so 
far — his Obsolete judices Ng A- 
permit his son, or even daughter, 
about the S in a Comedy of Society, at 
a Sa which would not be sneezed at by 
an U of State; but he has 
turned 


not, in so far as I am aware, ever 


his attention to the wonderful ities 
for Fame and Fortune up by the 
Jockeyian Profession. I a son, hon- 


oured Sir, I would nourish him on Gin, 
like a Yorkshire Terrier meant for Show 
P and place him in a Racing Stable 
when he attained to Years of Indiscretion. 
In the Gloaming of my Existence his Valet 
would probably be varnishing my Patent 
Leather Boots, while his Master would be 
Hob and Nob with the Highest and 
Wealthiest in the Land. 

A Wretched Clerk in the Uncivil Service 
of the Queen may by the Sweat of his 
brow, when his Head is a Skating-Rink for 
Flies and his whiskers blanched as Al- 
monds, command a paltry income of £500 
a year from the Taxpayers of Great Bri- 
tain, but the Jockey of Nerve and Reso- 
lution, at an age when he would scarcely 
be returned to Parliament by a Responsible 
Constituency, is intrusted by the Best of 
the Best, Millionaires and Senators with 
the Safecuarding of Thousands of Sove- 
reigns. If he be not Al in the saddle, he 
can always gain about twice as much as 
he is worth in France, Belgium, or Ger- 
many. So when any one asks me, “ What 
shall I do with my boy?” I invariably 
reply, “Apprentice him to a Training 
Stable or a Ready Money Bookmaker. Of 
the two choose the Trainer, for the Bookie 
may go broke, the other never.” 

The Jockey Club Stakes ought to be one 
of the most popular contests of the Season, 
and so it probably would be were it run 
at any other Racing Rendezvous than New- 
market. But the Jockey Club doesn’t en- 
courage the British Public, and the B. P. 
doesn’t encourage the Jockey Club. I 
honestly believe that the B. P. prefers the 
City and Suburban. or the Chester Cup, to 
this Big Back-end Fixture, and. indeed, if 
the “Seizerwitch” and Cambridgeshire 
were disputed at Kempton Park, they 
would attract more Patronage than they 
ever do alongside the Ditch. Those who 
| bet on these events, for the most part 
| breakfast at home on Training Reports, 
| and lunch at their Clubs on S. P. betting 
| over the Tape. However, having borrowed 
ja Pony (I mean a quadruped, not a five- 
| legged bank-note) from my friend the 
| Honourable Furrtatr of Oxford College, 
| I must send my Muse to the Post, and, as 
|a Preliminary canter, give the following to 
those who enjoy going straight (like ladies) 
for the gloves :— 

Let her go has a chance, I admit. 
Will her stable companion go? 
We Nine I don’t fancy a bit ; 
But the Chronicles may make a show. 
But, of all who face CovanTry’s flag, 
Sell any should be mid the three 
Whom I take to be pick ef the bag— 
The Godgift and Painter for me! 


Yours devotedly, Darsy Jonzs. 
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AN UNFORTUNATE REMARK. 


Novice (to Host, afler walking for two hours wnder a brilliant sun without seeing a single Bird), ‘‘Granp DAY, Isn't IT!” 
[N.B.—He only meant to lighten the general depression, but he wasn't invited again. 








A BACHELOR UNCLE’S DIARY. 
Iv. 


Arter an hour’s rest, stroll out to sands. 
Sea-air good for shaken nerves. Feel 
better. Small crowd round donkey-stand. 
Stroll up to see cause of excitement. Para- 
lysed at finding Max and donkey-boy fight- 
ing, whilst Tommy shouts “Go it, ! 
Lam him well! Cop him in the eye!” 
Push through people, who are enthusiasti- 
cally cheering on combatants, and peremp- 
torily order Max to desist at once. Max 
very disappointed. “Rather rough, just 
when a fellow ’s enjoying himself, that some 
one must always interfere,” he grumbles, 
dragging on his coat. Then he brightens 
up a little as he says, “Uncle, you should 
have seen! I caught him such a‘ one-er’ on 
his boko.” Dislike expression “ boko,” but 
feel too shattered to do anything except 
hurry my dreadful nephews away from 
this disgraceful scene. ‘“‘Why did you 
fight?” I ask, severely. “ Why, because 
that little beast cheeked me, of course! 
He said ‘Yah!’ ag I d, and—well, 
I wasn’t going to stand that, you know; 
not likely.” I cannot throw cold water on 
British pluck; and, on consideration, 
donkey-boy equally plucky. 

Sigh, and cast about for some less exhila- 
rating form of entertainment than fighting 
donkey-drivers. Bathing? Capital! Ob- 
tain at ticket-office three diminutive 
packets of so-called towels about size ot 
pocket-handkerchiefs, and also bathing- 
garments. Tommy holds his up, and says, 
“Oh! these be blowed! I ain’t goi 


wear——” Silence him and insist. ys 





clamber into one machine and I into next. 
They must have literally fallen out of their 
clothes, so quickly are they ready. Take 
observations from my window, and see 
Tommy cautiously emerge. Tries tempe- 
rature of water with one toe ; shivers, tries 
again ; this time descends two steps; wave 
breaks in and he retreats shrieking. Good 
gracious! is wearing towel instead of bath- 
ing-drawers! Open my door and step out- 
side (clad only in shirt, eye-glass and straw 
hat) to reprove him, when, to my horror, 
Divinity rows her old father slowly past! 
Dash into machine again, trembling. 
Has she seen me in this most unbecomin 
and draughty attire? Quite unnerved. 
Ready at last, and into sea, gingerly ; 
hate getting too wet all at once. It is 
cold. Insist upon nephews ducking their 
heads. Feel as if I had done my duty, 
and retreat hastily to machine. Enjoy 
bathing—when it’s over. Dress. Call 
the boys to come in. “Oh! let’s stay 
a bit longer, Uncle.” Wait ten minutes. 
Call again. Same reply. Go and stand on 
shore. Call again, getting desperate and 
shivering with cold, “Come in at once!” 
A marine loafer, in loose trousers, spits 
meditatively ‘on sand, and then observes, 
“Looks jest like a old ’en a corlin’ of a 
pair o’ ducklins, don’t ’e?” Pretend not 
to hear. Tommy, however, enjoys joke at 
my expense hugely, and ws. Bo ! 
Get boys baek to hotel at last. 

After luncheon, take them for drive to 
old ruins. Both so interested that they 
fall asleep. Thank goodness! Somnolence 


to | continues and (again thank goodness!) con- 


tinues till bedtime. 





AT THE BAR. 

[‘* After a case recently tried in Johannesburg, 
which resulted in tne acquictal of the defendant, 
he entertained the jury to a repast in honour of the 
event.””— Daily Paper.) 

In the days of Porz and Gay 

(Golden age of honest Ketches), 
That the judge might dine, they say, 
Promptly he would hang poor wretches. 


Nowadays (a course at least 

To our kinder age more fitted), 
So that jurymen may feast 

The defendant goes acquitted. 


Aeronautical Drama at the Lane. 


Dear Mr. Puncn,—In view of the ani- 
mated discussion with regard to balloons 
on the stage, may I point out that some 
eighteen or nineteen rears ago a little 
extravaganza entitled Balloonacy held the 
stage of the Royalty Theatre for some 150 
nights?’ The chief incident was the escape 
of the beset ietor of a tea-garden, 
with his wife and the Strong Man, in a 
balloon, in which they were trans . 
escaping from bailiffs, to “regions un- 
known.” I only record thie fact. in order 
to show that Great Dramatists often follow 
even to the skies little burlesquewrights. 

Your obedient servant, 
Peree Tax Prirrire. 





Tunviana.—At Kempton Park recently 
a mare called Miss Tailor won the Autumn 
Handicap. As she won easily, she must 
also have been Miss Fit. 
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* By Jove, I'M AWFULLY GLAD TO SEE you HERE, Miss Brown! WuHeEwn I FIRST CAME 
In, I FELT quire NERVOUS—EVERYBODY LOOKED 80 AWFULLY CLEVER!” 








“LETTERS MAY BE ADDRESSED HERE.” 
To Dick. 


My eyes were not entirely blind !— 
To get the London papers down 
Is quite the day’s event, I find, 
When I am staying out of town. 
I put the Times unheeded by, 
That Mr. Punch I might digest ; 
A funny notice caught my eye— 
That “ letters might be there addressed’! 
*. . . 


“To Nancy”! Well, upon my word! 
Forget-me-nots suggest a clue— 
That day at Henley! How absurd! 
Of course the writer can’t be—you. 
I should of course, you may believe, 
Be very angry and distressed, 
If I should happen to receive— 
From you—a letter so addressed ! 


“You'd tell me, might you only write, 
That London now is no more gay, 

But dull and empty of delight, 
Since—every one has gone away. 

You'd tell me how you oft recall 
Your pleasant friends, both old and 


new — 
Oh, Dick! Of course, I see it all! 
Of course the writer must be you! 


If I might send you a reply 
I'd tell you such a lot of news, 





I’d tell you of my triumphs—I 
Have had two curates to refuse! 

I’d tell you all I’ve done and seen, 
And all I hope to see and do, 

I’d tell you where—with whom—I ’ve been, 
If I could write a line to you. 


I'd tell you how next week I go 

Up North, according to my wont ; 
I’d tell you that I’m glad to know 

You don’t forget—or say you don’t! 
I’d tell you, that they may not cloy, 

To make your pretty speeches few! 
I’d tell you—you’re a foolish boy, 

If I could write a line to you. 


If I could write a line to you, 
I’d tell you something rather sweet, 
I’d tell you, Dick——- _I won’t! Adieu! 
Perhaps I[’ll tell you when we meet. 
P.S.—You might have dared to send 
Those flowers—just a tiny bunch !— 
. 





The Effect of Habit. 


The MacTavish (reading the account ¢ 
the dearth of water in the East End). 
penny for a aqua pura! "Deed, 
mon, but they’d do well to add anither 
bawbee and defy these scoundrelly water 
companies wi’ a goblet o’ aqua fortis! 
(IUwstrates his advice. 


LE SPORT. 


(“ The French sportewoman is not ardent, but 
just now Le Sport is the thing.” —Daily Paper.) 


Zz leetle bairds zat fly ze air 
I vish zem not ze ’arms— 
Zat is not vy ze gun I bear 
So bravement in mine arms ; 
"Tis not zat I vould kill—Ah! non! 
It is zat I adore 
Ze noble institution 
Ve call in France Le Sport. 


And zen ze costume! Ah! ze ’at! 
Ze gaitares! Vot more sweet 

For ze young female-chaser zat 
Do ’ave ze leetle feet ? 

Ze ?—I fear ’im much, and oh! 
’E makes my shouldare sore, 

But yet I do ’im bear to show 
’Ow much I love Le Sport. 

Ze leetle partridge ’e may lay 
"Is pretty leetle eggs, 

Ze ieetle peasant ‘op away 
Upon ’is leetle legs, 

Ze leetle ’are zat run si vite 
I do not vish ’is gore— 

But vile mine ankles zey are neat 
I'll cry, “Ah! Vive le Sport!” 





Hay ho! he’s gone! 

(Colonel Hay, late US. Ambassador to Great 
Britain, sailed om the Zeutonic (to take up his 
posi‘ion as S« of State at Washington) on 
Wednesday, September 14, 1898.) 

Aprev, Colonel Har! 
We speed you “ Good-day,” 
And in office the pleasantest lines, 
With the motto reversed 
That may you be the first 
To show sunlig t is where the Hay 


ines: 











IN THE “DEAD SEASON.” 
(Disappointment of an Old Favourite.) 
The Great Sea- (with biting sarcasm). 
“*So many canards flying about this year, that I— 
the never-failing friend of the Dead Season—am 


forgotten |” 








































FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE. | 


TYPHOID F JID FEVER. 


OFFICIAL | GOVERNMENT 


STATEMENT— 
‘‘ Wherever the | 


PASTEUR (Chamberland FILTER 


has been introduced 
“TYPHOID FEVER HAS DISAPPEARED.” | 
Sold Everywhere. Sole Makers : 
J. Defries & Sons, Limited, 


147, Houndsditch, E.C. 
West-End Show Rooms: 203, Victoria Street, 8.W 
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Pnlonized 
MOST DELICIOUS, NUTRITIOUS 


We: 






ANDO REQUIRING 
WO OIGESTIVE EFFORT 
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BUCTANAN 


BLEND 
SCOTCH WHISKY 


AS SUPPLIED TO THE 


HOUSES or PARLIAMENT. 








HOWARD 


BEDFORD 
Ploughs, Bagows, Cultivators, 
paymakers, & orse Bi . Saw 


Trussers, Mowers, H 
Oil Engines, & Light 3? = 








SAVORY & MOORE {LONDON 



































COa FAMOUS 
: WHISKY. 
‘Che Spirit of the Age.’ 
wm Tins 2/6 " 

a nas ind 4 PALATABLE. 

OOOSOSOS OOOO OOO 0 PURE. 
PERFECT. 

SMOKE THE CELEBRATED — 
Famous old Scotch, 
39/- per doz. 


“PIONEER” Sires sac 


MACGREGOR & TURNER, 
SWEETENED TOBACCO 


(Esraptisnep 1850.) 
S@ M, GREAT CLYDE STREET, GLASGOW ; 
ENOWN ALL OVER THE WORLD. 





For elegance and exquisite 
flavour these Chocolates 
equal the _ st French 
















- mak 6s, 
MANUFACTURED BY THE 
RICHMOND CAVENDISH Rousntiree 
Co., Lro., “ EMPEROR” 
AT THEIR BONDED WORKS, LIVERPOOL CHOCOLATES. 





And retailed by all first-class 
tobacconists at home and abroad. 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. | 


Por AC anery or tue STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 
ACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the W orid. 


A perfect blend of the 
rarest Cocoa and the most 
delicate Vanilla. 


Of high-clasa Confectioners through- 
out the Kingdom, 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Ocroser 1, 1898. 
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BROOKE’S 


WON'T WASH CLOTHES. MONKEY BRAND SOAP, 


FOR 


KITCHEN TABLES & FLOORS, LINOLEUM & OIL-CLOTH 


FOR POLISHING METALS, MARBLE, PAINT, CUTLERY, CROCKERY, MACHINERY, BATHS, STAIR-RODS. 
FOR STEEL, IRON, BRASS AND COPPER VESSELS, FIRE-IRONS, MANTELS, &c. 


REMOVES RUST, DIRT, STAINS, TARNISH, &c. 


WON’T WASH CLOTHES. 
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